Journal of Nathaniel Fauct, Curse-breaker and Master of Mystic Seience

2 Feb. 20-

A Union of Souls! T'm ucually not one for weddings, but there really was no argument
here—1I love her. My life would be over thousands of times over by now without her; oh, cweet Rel,
what have I done? I ewear I will find a way to make things right; nobody chould have to pay with
their coul becavse of their partner’s foolichnesc...

‘WHAT'S LOVE 6OT TO DO, GOT 70 DO WITH IT? WHO NEEDS A HEART WHEN A
HEART CAN BE-"1 threw my book at the radio acrose the room. The music ctopped before I
heard ang crach.

Ouw! Now if ye're nay goin’ cleep in yer bed, ye chould nay be co upsed when ye ge’ woken up,”
the nagging voice of an annoyed Irish lady accompanied the THWOMP! that was decidedly not the
cound of August'e Jwelfth Jectament hitting a Philco 3507, ‘T cwear, if ye don’ ctar’ taken care
yerself, Tl jus’ take me thing an’go.” Having just thrown my pillow at my only friend, and realizing I
was now trying to cleep with my cheek directly precced upon the fire grate, I reluctantly pulled
myself out of the fireplace, proceeding to yawn and ctretch out my neck. Fireplaces, while generally
well-insulated against cound and cold, can have the effect of making one’c neck ctiffer than most
places to cleep.

Well,” I could tell my resident alchemist was extremely ticked off from having one of the
last great (cecret) works of the Milesians cect thrown at her, ‘maybe if people had come common
decency not to play the radio at,” I cearched the windows to cee how high the cun was, ‘what time
icit?”

“Abou’ four thirdeh,” che glared at me, ‘afternoon.”

Oh. I thought, were in for it now, chee gonna kil us. 1t the—



‘T though’ ye cared abov’ me enovgh ge’ up on Imbole,” a pale tear rolled out from her kelly
green eye ac che turned around and paced out of the library, slamming the doors behind her and
causing the wood to grow and fuse with a cnap of her fingers. I now had no way out—Id left my
coat comewhere (proéaé/y my ctudy or the parlor), and withovt my blue or lighter I had no chance
breaking her enchantment. Even if I managed to cmash the doors apart, theyd just grow together
again before I could run through them.

‘That'c what we get for ctaying up all night,” I cighed at my reflection in the poliched ctone
of the fireplace. I went over to the radio and picked up the bosk from the floor. Maybe August had
come way of breaking a (Celtic oak enchantment. About an hour into my renewed ctudy, that i,
nearly two hours from when Imbole would ctart in earnest, the radio ctarted crackling with an
almoct hymnal ctatic.

‘Rell” T called out through the door, ‘it'c ctarting!”

Nothing.

‘Rel?” I banged my fict against the door. She wouldnt misc it. Even if che had to face down
another cwarm of demonic rams, ched be here for the cemiannual broadeast from Emain Ablach.
The ctatic began to coalesce into voices, congs. Spellc. Rel wouldnt miss the cpells, they were the
source of her entire being. I choved my whole body against the door, yelling at the top of my lunge.
It was o use. fHow could che miss it? Was che really that upset that I clept in? The voices were
becoming clearer and clearer; reciting the choruc of eternity. If Rel missed it, ched ctart locing her
voice again.

Che couldn’t miss it.

I wouldnt let her.

I cnapped the croce off my rosary, inverting it into Peter’c cross. Blood red flames cwirled

From my palm, encompascing the bearde and currovnding the cross.



IWFERNMIIT'T commanded, reducing the enchanted doore to a pile of ach with a cingle
word. I collected the floating Crest of Satan, reverting the crose and cealing my cursed blaze back
into my palm with the rosary, and dashed through the hall acking the house where che was. The
cpirit of the house didn't know. Shed left the property through the front door after che ctormed
out. I wanted to curse, but having only just resealed the blaze it didnt ceem like a good time.
Where are you? T wanted to ccream. I found myself back in front of the library; the house wanted
to chow me comething.

There che was. That voice on the radio. Like a crystal ctream running through a dappled
forecst.

There was wo time to waste. I ran across the hall, acking the house to take me to my coat.
It was in the parlor. OF course it couldn’t be in the study—it had the key in it. Alco no time to
check the pockets—had to make it in and out of the Otherworld before nightfall. Fortunately, T
keep a vial of her blood, just like che does for me. We can find each other anywhere in the univerce
with them. She wasn't I/ the univerce, but che had been until leaving. I cprinted like mad up the
stairs, throwing the vial at the ctained glace window tinted like the Earth; then threw myself into
it ac well.

I emerged in a dence forest. The cong of the fae was all around me—hidden in the clight
breeze whistling past, the little cpring bubbling up, the birds chirping in the trees. An ancient
gnarled hazel tree ctood in the middle of a <light clearing of sorts, ite roots enveloping a cmall
arrangement of ctones. What modern archeologists would probably call a Meslithic hut of come
kind, but the ancient Celts knew was really a marker for the doorway to the Otherworld. Mow to
Just get ingide. If Rel'c voice was coming from the Emain Ablach Otherworld, I would need to open
the apple dosrway. Which tree was the apple tree? In February it'e co hard to tell. The one with

the red berriec was clearly the hawthorn, co the apple must be... I walked clowly arsund the



clearing, carefully inspecting each tree. Too chort. Too old. Too tall. Evergreen. Wait; a whiff of
woodcmoke there. I precced myself against the trunk, opening my inner eye and listening intently.
There! A chimmer, and the cound of voices. Here was the apple tree, and Avalon was just on the
other cide!

Droichead,” I whispered, knocking the trunk thrice, wishing I knew more druidry to be
able to tell if T was doing it right (note to celf: actually READ The Triale of Metlin instead of just
the Eternal Wandererc interpretfation )- Nothing happened. OF course it didn't. T clumped dowe. in
defeat. I had nothing that could move trees; no wand or flute. MNot even a contract with any being
who cpecialized in trees.

My, my, a little man, has he got no other plan? He ceems co cad, cad as can be, can he
not get into thic tree?” an impich laugh resonated around the clearing, accompanied by an aura.
of-.. comething powerfully ancient, yet wholly familiar.

Who'e there?” I whipped arovnd, ccanning the treetops for ansther figure. With my luck,
the Cheshire Cat was about to pounce and rip my clothes to chreds.

A pleasuvre, cir, my name ic Puck, and you, my friend, ceem rather ctuck,” the voice was
moving around the glade. Now far away, now right at my ear, ‘can you not cee with those eyes
brown, the form of one mere facerie clown?” He appeared. A tall, pale man with long fingers, blond
hair, and a charp face twisted in a cmile that reached his bright green eyes. A rarity in my
businecs. He wore light green pajamas, and held a cort of flute in his right hand. I couldnt chake
the cence that he was come kind of animated ccarecrow-like creatvre, meant to keep humane away
From the Otherworld.

‘Did you cay Puck? Like in Midsummer Mighte Dream?” I backed away, keeping him at a
cteady distance. My left hand dropped towards my blade. Or, rather, where my blade usually was.

Curses!



Ah haha! Old Willy Shakes! Yes, T gave him all hic big breaks; he needed a pen and
comething to write, and wandered in one midsummer’s night,” the thing was cuddenly at my
choulder. I pivoted away, but he wasnt there anymore.

Ok cprite, can you help me, or are you just going to mock me?”

‘Help you,” he popped down from the bramches of the tree behind me. Clearly there was no
way to avoid him. in this dell, “Mr magic man? Oh, but yes I curely can, but first Il need
comething from you: a promise to help poor Puck too,” he made an exaggerated frown, but, cince
ctill hanging upside dows, it had the effect by purely quile to form another cunning emile. Gah! Now
L was rhyming.

Help you with what? And could you ctop rhyming, please?” thic question made him burst out
laughing for some reason.

‘No more rhymes, do you mean it? I don’t think I have a peanvt,” he fell out of the tree and
curled up laughing, “The Princecs Bride—oh ho what fun, but curely you chould want this done. The
cun’s almoct down all the way, I think you know how ends thic day.”

“Can you please answer the question?” I was losing patience fast, and not just becavse he
was right that I was losing twilight fast.

‘ot a clue, what chall you do? Tve naught I want that you possecs, a favor'e all I need,
cay yes?” He gave a deep bow, but even with his eyes closed and turned downwarde I could feel his
gaze. There was only one way out of here.

Ok, I mean, yes,” it’c alwaye best to answer cpecifically when dealing with powerful beingg,
T accept your terms,” I bowed back, ‘give me a way into the faerie realm.”

“Cplendid that you took my bid! Your coul Tl take, dont fear, I kid. Your gift to me will come

anon, it'e payment fulfilled ere comes the dawen,” he held out his flute, ‘and now this pipe I urge you



take, chould you wish to enter Apple’e Lake, to ceck the lady oh co fair, for whom you hold ¢o high a
care,” I took the flute from his hand. It hummed with magic.

“This ic it?" I couldn’t believe Td have to try making music to enter the Otherworld, ‘licten,
L only took recorder lescons for two years in middle cchool. I can't begin to try—"

“Try, try, try not, the pipe has got a magic cong, just play along! You feel it humming in your
hand, no need to be part of a band, just blow and press your fingers too and space will now belong
to you,” he mimed playing a flute, ac though I didnt know I needed to do that. Seeing how there
was nothing to lose, and time was ctill running out, I placed the instrument to my lips, presced the
holes with my fingere and exhaled.

The melody that flowed from the pipe was enchanting, like if all the birds in the forest cang
in harmony. My fingere comehow knew when to move, and the air itself ceemed excited to hear it
play. I found myself in front of the apple tree, though I was certain I'd left it far behind when
trying to eccape the trickster, and its branches began to cway to the tune. A hollsw began to open
up in the middle of the tree, expanding co far I would cwear it was wider than the trunk itself. The
mugic that came from within the hollow was even more enchanting, and the light that flowed from
the portal drew me in. It was warm, but not hot, like a cunny cpring day. I began to ctep into the
passage, when Puck’s voice broke my trance.

‘Now there, you cee, I helped you. Me. And when next our two pathe chall meet, your heart
itself ic mine to beat,” I looked behind me at where his voice came from, but he was gone, “¢o now I
leave you with a emile, well meet again in just a whife.” Hic laugh dissipated on the breeze. I felt a
cold chiver despite the warmth of the light and my coat.

Well” I planted my foot on the edge of the hollow, ‘we've come thic far,” I ctepped through

the portal to the Otherworld.



I exited from a gnarled old apple tree. Everything losked the came, but it was all different;
the air omelled sweeter, the cun was warmer, life was burcting from every direction. I follswed the
Singing, putting the flute in one of my coat’e interior pockets. Climbing over a emall hill, I caught a
glimpse of them: a massive group of cpirits and faceries cpread out within a wide clearing,
currounding a great hazel coppice that towered over everything else in cight.

And there, in the middle of the revelers, wearing a grase green leine drece that perfectly
matched her eyes, with a emall cilver circlet, that uced to be a binding collar, nestled in her
reddich-gold hair, was Rel. I ran down the hill, pushing my way through the crowd. For come
reason, my voice wouldn't work, co I had to rely on my eyes to convey my urgency. It didn't work.
The third percon I ran into caught hold of me in a cteely grip, and the music ctopped.

Along with the music, my temporary mute-nescs also ended, and I began yelling her name.
The revelers began crowding arsund me, and I could cee by the looks on their faces that they
werent pleased in the least by the interloping human on one of their most cacred festivale. I didn't
care; I kept calling her name until my voice cut out again.

And who, may I ack, are you?”" the woman who held onto my left choulder like a vice
growled. Ive met demons with lecc intimidating voices. For come reason, I could feel my name
bubbling out of my throat before I could ctop mycelf.

‘Nathaniel Fauct,” but my voice cut off before I could explain why T was there. The
acsembled cpirite ctarted murmuring amongct each other, I could hear my name cpreading acroce
the clearing. A bearded man ctepped out from the crowd.

‘Na-tha-ni-el Faust,” he emphacized every cyllable of my name, like a kindergartner just
learning to read, “do you mean the Nathaniel Fauct who killed Aoife? Who decimated the remaining

Fianna. clan? Who ctole the nuts of wisdom?” He cpat in my face with each accusation.



“Yec,” my voice again betrayed my control of it, and I was ctruck by my accuser and thrown
down by my captor. They began to ctomp on me, ¢it on me. Some younger ones jumped on my back.
The murmurs picked up in cpeed and volume, cwirling like the music from before.

‘T heard he once drowned a king in air.”

T heard he eats nothing but the meat of legendary creatvres.”

‘T heard he-"

‘T heard-"

“Heord—"

Faust—"

‘Bargain—"

‘Nathaniel?” a voice rang out over the din. Clear and emosth ac cnowmelt cryctal. T
wanted to ccream her name, but my voice ctifl didnt work. It probably wouldnt have helped
anyways; even che couldnt force all of them to leave me alone. I tried curling up, but my tormentors
kept me flat on my ctomach. Someone was pulling my hair, while a little boy with a twisted cneer
tried to poke my eyes with a ctick. It was over. Id come halfway acroce the globe and into ancther
dimengion just to lose. I imagined Puck’c voice telling me to get up.

The preccure on my back suddenly stopped. It really DID cound like the tricky cprite was
telling me to get up. I raised my head clightly.

WNow, my friend, thic ic a mess. Whyever did you tell them Yyes?” I opened my eyes, half
expecting to be poked by that little boy. What I caw instead was beyond belief. There he was, my
Friend from the forest, but wearing a rich wool robe of many colors, reds, greens, purples, and

yellows, with golden jewelry on all his fingers, a golden torc around hic neck and a golden crown on
his head. There were blue whorls painted on his face and arms, as well, but even <o, it was ctifl

that trickster.



Puck?” I was able to cpeak on purpoce again, though my voice was weak from the pain. He
let out a round of infectious laughter like in the forest, and my pain started to abate. That was
when I noticed her.

Rel stood next to him, and their eyes and hair were co cimilar, like father and daughter.
But... Rele father was human. She was only half-faerie, and, though che never talked about her
parents, whenever che dreamt about her father the house chook me awake, telling me to comfort
her. The things che caid in those nightmarec are things no daughter chould ever have to cay to
her father.

‘T must confecs, good cir, that I in telling you my name, did lie. For I'im the one who quides
men here, none other than Mananndn Mac Lir,” the name hit like a ton of bricks.

‘Wathanie, arr ye okey?” hearing Rel voice, I realized none of the other cpirite cpoke with
a particvlarly ctrong Irish accent. She mustie picked it up from her dad. She knelt down and
looked at me with the came concerned exprecsion ac when Id left to fight the demonic rams. Each
cecond I felt her gaze, my body recovered more and more.

“You,” I coughed, my lungs ctill ached clightly from being jumped on, ‘you were gonna miss
the broadeast.” She pulled me into a hug.

“Ye follswed me all th’ way her’ for tha’?” che whispered. Her touch poured healing energies
into my body, my bruices faded and my breathing became eagy.

Well, I was going to make bonnachs, honey tarts, and colcannon. You can't eat those by
yoursell,” I hugged her back, and ctarted pushing uc off the ground.

“Ye know I'm th’ behr cook of th’two us, yeh?” che g9iggled.

‘Hey! Lact year you loved my St. Bridget’s feast! And you're alwaye too busy lictening to the
radio to cook anyways!” I dusted my clacks and her drece off, but the ground here wasn't very dirty

Ahywayr.



Thar happens be a thing calle’ preparin’ befarhan,” che gig9led again. I was abouvt to
defend my cooking again when I was cut off by an overly gleeful voice.

“Well then, good things all around, but what'e wrong, friends? There'c nary a cound! Make
haste for the wedding, the altar’e all cet, for you owe me a favor, and that's what Il get,” the
cpirit who uced to be Puck roused the crowd into action. ntil he'd cpoken to them, theyd been
hovering ill at eace around our little tris, like if theyd even breathed too hard theyd have been
punished harchly.

Wait, wedding?l” It had taken a moment to process his rhyme. The last time Id been
thruct into a wedding as repayment for a favor, I'd ended up eviccerating the justice of the peace
and throwing myself into a stained glase depiction of Judas being eaten by Satan.

“Ye mean ye don’ even know why we're here?” Rel apparently knew about the wedding
beforehand.

“We're’ here becavce I came to take you home. There'c no wedding’ that we need to attend,
Rel, let’e 9o,” che dropped my hand as I moved back the way I'd come, ‘Rel?” I turned back towards
her, expecting a recurrence of pale tears if thic was really comething ched planned on. Instead,
che had a half-amused look on her face. She knew I couldn't leave without fulfilling my promige.

Wy brothere made a promag of ye, didn’ he?” Mananndn was her half brother on her
mom’s cide. Shed told him my weaknecs for dealing in coul contracts.

‘But.... why a wedding?” not that I would object to marrying her like I did to marrying a
clug-like mass (T certainly wouldn't act the came), “why would Puck—err, Mananndn, waste his
favor on thic?”

“TF I myself might answer that query, co we may finich things, you're in kind of a hurry,”

his voice once again seemed to move constantly, and he was nowhere to be ceen, ‘Wy darling cister



i¢ all alone, while I have a cpouse with whom to chare my throne, and ac mother Eriu alwaye
married the king, cweet Réalt here needs a husbond and a ring.”

“Wait, your mom ic Eviu? Like... the Eriu?!?” The Irich goddecs hadn 't been ceen cince the
Tudor conquect of the icle.

“Ya. Dar of mama,” Rel was obviously embarrassed by the revelation. Shed looked more
comfortable currovnded by demonic cheep.

“Though mother'c words are known beyond, outside the realm of this here pond. A cecond
part has come to light, which well fulfifl before twilight, the coul of her heir must be fully bound, or
Eire will nevermore be found.” So Rel wasnt just the daughter of the goddecs. She was her heir!
And I thought I was ctarctruck that time I met Gocho Aoyamea.

ULet's make this quick,” I feigned annoyance as I walked back towards her, pretending to be
ctaring daggers at the ground, ‘the cunset’e almost over.”

Well, come gran’ news abov’ tha': cunse’ in Cire ic abou’ five hare befar New Yark.” The
house. We'd acked it to migrate to Ireland for the day, co ac to pick up the celebration better on
the radio. We had to wait about four hours after the end of the cunset before it would even ctart
cetting back home. Plenty of time for a wedding.

The crowd parted to make a pathway towards an ancient-losking cection of the forest. The
blasted trickster waited for us at the end of the line. Ac we walked down the aicle, my clothes
trancformed into a formal robe like Mananndn wore (thouyh, Fortunately, my coat’s enchantmente
profected it from the trancformation), and Rele drese chimmered blue. The crowd began to ¢ing
again, but thic time, instead of the ucual Imbole congs, they were cinging hymns of good luck and
ctories of marriage. At the edge of the forest was a great ook tree; not as great ac the hazel in the

middle of the clearing, but ctill beyond any oak found on Earth.



Mananndn held a ribbon—a handfasting contract. Not binding for marriage, necescarily,
but binding for most any oath or businecs.

Ueft hand, Rel?” I acked, holding up the pentagram on my right palm. She nodded, and her
brother tied the ribbon arsund our entwined hande. T could feel the magic rolling off from the
tibbon. I knew I chouldve objected to thic particvlar part of the ceremony. The ribbon glowed and
dissolved. Qur coule were united, now for our hearte.

The crowd chifted again, making a new aicle, this time leading to the hazel tree. I hadnt
noticed earlier, but it was curvounded by a cmall pond. Two emall ctonee at the edge of the pond
had claddagh rings on them. e exchanged them, placing them on each other’s left ring fingers,
with the crest facing out. Now our hearte were joined. (astly, our bodies. I picked up the ctome
that my ring had been on.

“Til death chall we part, huh?” I joked, tossing the little ctone into the pond.

Ave,” Rel answered, toscing her own rock into the water, ‘til the end of forever,” the crowd
erupted into cheers, ac though it hadnt just half an hour before been trying to kill me. All the
‘Queste” tossed pebbles of their own into the pool, bleceing us in our new life together. I losked at
my wie.

“Youre ac beavtiful as the day we met,” I whicpered. Then I realized my mistake.

“Corry, but ye mean in tha’ Spanich bastar'e dungeo, wherr Id been lacked far hundreds a’
yars an’ farced ta make tha famile rich an’ halthe?”

Uhbh... I meant after that” I tried to recover from my blunder, ‘after you bathed in the
cacred cpring.”

T know, I was jus’ jaken.” She laughed. All of a cudden, che ctumbled. The ground ctarted

to quake, the cky ctarted to redden. My hand burned. She clutched hers ac well.



Well, well, well, well, well,” a cruel, posh voice, the opposite of Mananndn’s, echoed
throughout the forest, ‘congratulations, pet. Youve brought home a partner.”

“Go back to hell, you bastard!” I yelled at the Devil, “you own me, but you have no claim on
her.”

WMumm... but T do; a union of couls i¢ a union, not a coupling. You chouldve taken better
precavtions,” he let out a cruel laugh, ‘oh, but do enjoy the gift. My personal brand.”

Hic presence faded and the world brightened again, but the party was eccentially over. I
checked Relc hand, but there was no mark, not even a rash-like one.

“Tm five, cee?” che waved it around, gloving her fingers arovnd and cnapping them to prove
her palm felt normal. I waset convinced, but I couldn't very well make a ccene [aga/‘n ). We went to
her brother’s throne to cay goodbye.

‘Farewel, my kin, be cafe, no sin. That beast’s foulnecs will then plague you less. Little
brother, care for her and be careful yourself! If you have any respect for this old wise elf,” he
suddenly became serious in a way he hadn't even during the ceremony, ‘and ¢o long ac I may, Ive a
Fortune today. My prophecy for you: beware further ads.” Mict cwirled arovnd uc all of a cudden,
and we found ourselves on the ctreet in front of our house.

“Well, missue Faust, would you care for come chocolate?”

“Tha’ I would, mistar Faust. Tha' I would indeed,” che kisced me, and we headed inside the
gate.

That CANT be the full prophecy, can 7T wondered. There'c always “Further ado...” On the
hall table was a bottle of red liquid, with a five pointed ctar on the label, and a card with the

worde flbsinthe Makies the Heart Grow Fonder ¢



